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had been cut out. Women were cut to pieces and mutilated in a
vile and shocking manner. The most devilish and beastly ingenuity
had been at work in mutilating the persons and violating and dis-
honouring the parts of the poor creatures. A child's head had been
cut off and was lying on the ground with the lips placed by a devilish
jest as if sucking the breast of a woman which had also been chopped
off. Numbers of the poor women had jumped down the great well
with their children to avoid the horrors which were being per-
petrated on the bodies of women all over the place. The soldiers
were furious, almost ungovernable, as they marched through Ca~wn-
pore and saw those shameful sights. If they had caught the rebels
then no mercy would have been shown to those who showed none.
The scene of shameful horror was indescribable. Gough saw 500
mutineers executed at once, the rank and file shot by musketry, the
ringleaders blown from guns. One stout fellow stepped lightly up
to his gun as unconcernedly, said Gough, 'as you or I would go into
Service'. 'I have killed the English,* said the ruffian, 'and I don't care
for death.' Those who were blown from guns were tied with their
arms fastened tightly to the wheels and their chests pressing against
the muzzles of tie cannon. A small square piece of wood was hung
round their necks and came between the chest of the men and the
muzzle of the gun.  At the discharge the man was blown all to
fragments but his arms remained tied to the wheels of the gun.
To-night the starlit sky was a glorious spectacle.

Thursday, 23 January

After I had been at the school I went at ten o'clock to Langley
House to beard the lion in his den. I found Mr. and Mrs. Ashe in
the dining room. She had just finished reading The Times to him.
I plunged at once in medias res. He said that he wished the money
could be procured in the old-fashioned way by the ancient machinery
of Church rate, and so much the worse for those who refused to
pay. The Squire begged that the Church should not be washed
with yellow ochre. I got his consent to the Communion Service
being read from the altar, and Mrs. Ashe backed me up stanchly and
proposed that two chairs should be got to stand within the rails.
The Squire seemed rather surprised at the idea of a clergyman
sitting within the rails during the service and thought that he should
not 'lounge* in a chair.